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To the memory of my mother Tela Chiles King
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Enter the "Big Eight" (March 1974)
hat does that mean? I asked Tom Carter when he said he had scheduled a job interview
with one of the "Big Eight". After more than five years of kicking around the aerospace industry
beginning with the prominent, first class International Business Machines Corporation and moving
to progressively smaller, sleazy outfits, I was looking for a job. Tom Carter was a recruiter that I
had used to hire dozens of data processing professionals in the years since I left IBM. It seemed
logical that he should help me find a new position. I wanted out: out of aerospace, out of small
business, and out of sleazy beltway bandits as the here today gone tomorrow, government contractors
that ringed the Washington beltway were called. I had told him so. His charge from me was to find
a first class company, not involved in aerospace that would give me a chance to manage projects
to develop computer systems.
Tom acted as if he didn t even notice my naivety and ignorance as he explained that there
were eight international accounting firms which, taken as a group, audit the financial statements of
just about any corporation a prudent investor would ever buy stock in. Sensing my foot in my
mouth, I didn’t ask him what an audit was. I would have to find that out later. Touche Ross & Co.
(the Co. stood for copartners, not company) was one of the big eight and Tom had arranged an
interview for me on Saturday at 8:00 in the morning. Could I go, he asked. The die  as cast.
The Friday night poker game with the gang from the office ended at about 2:00 in the
morning. A shower helped bring the world into focus. From what Tom had said, conservatism was
the word for the day so I put on the Saks Fifth Avenue, black, knit suit with gold buttons and silk
leopard patterned lining and blouse and stepped into appropriate, scuff free, black Feragamo’s. I
dragged my snowmobile suit and motorcycle helmet out of the closet, zipped and snapped myself
in and took the Rock Creek Parkway downtown. Fortunately, it was not raining. I hated riding the
motorcycle in the rain.
I have always been compulsive about being on time so it was an anxious ride. Although I
lived in the city and had lived in the city for several years, I never worked downtown and I did most
of my chores and socializing in the Maryland suburbs. To my relief, it only took ten minutes to get
downtown and find the area around the Touche offices at 19th and M streets. It was deserted at
7:30 and I had no trouble finding a parking lot. Normally, I would have parked at the curb, but
I didn’t want to be spotted by some member of my future employer as I shed my motorcycle gear
on the street. I parked in the lot and left the bike and related paraphanelia under the supervision
of an amused parking lot attendant.
A pleasant young woman greeted me in the reception area of the Touche offices in the great,
new glassy edifice where the firm occupied several floors. She provided me with a schedule that
showed times and names of interviewers in columnar format. The times ran non stop in thirty
minute intervals until noon. There were no titles for the interviewers. They were, by their names,
all men. I took a seat in the reception room with two other women and a couple of men and waited,
but not for long. Precisely according to schedule, the doors of the reception area opened and each
of our columnarly specified interviewers introduced himself.
A well groomed, carefully dressed man in a dark suit and tie, wingtips and a starched white
shirt escorted me down a narrow hall with boxes of business file neatly stacked on both sides to a
small office with standardized but tasteful furniture and fixtures. He expressed a genuine desire
to provide me with any information that I needed from the interview process. Speaking as if he had
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told the tale before, he identified the big eight by name and described the hierarchy at Touche: in
ascending order there were associates, senior associates, managers, and partners, lhat was it; t e
exhaustive list of professional position titles included only four titles.
He explained that the business area of an individual was sometimes used as a moditier o
the position title to explain what the individual did - tax associates did tax work, audit associates
did audit work, consulting associates did consulting work. He also explained that partners were not
employees. They owned the partnership that employed everyone else. As a detail, he observed that
a partner who had not earned a CPA was technically entitled a principal and was prohibited from
signing certain audit documents. The distinction was lost on me but I concluded that most peop e
who had ownership interests in the partnership and did consulting work were principals, not
partners. No matter what they were called, partners or principals, they held the risks an
opportunities, assets and liabilities of the partnership. They were owners.
The interviewers changed with the precision of the Buckingham Palace Guards accor ing
to the interview schedule. Although no one stood up and left in the mid sentence, it was clear that
they were keeping to a time table and did not plan to waste their time or mine by moving me rom
office to office. I sat in the same office all morning as the interviewers changed.
Because I had run out of intelligent sounding, riskless questions with the first interviewer,
I spent most of the next two or three interviews responding to questions. As an under raduate, I
had attended the college of my mother s choosing: Hollins College, a small, southern, liberals arts,
women’s college in Virginia. I majored in mathematics. Like many of my contemporaries m the
mid sixties, I did not know what to do for a living as graduation neared. I decided to go to graduate
school and went to Indiania University, the university of my undergraduate faculty advisors
choosing. I hated graduate school. As I approached the end of my formal education m the summer
of 1967, I still didn’t know how to make a living. I had the option to take my undergraduate faculty
advisor’s teaching job for a year while he went on sabbatical. I taught at Hollins that year. I was
the youngest member of the faculty and had, as students, women who had attended college with me
two years earlier. w
I described how IBM recruited me and a number of my students on campus at Hollins. We
discussed the nuances of FORTRAN, basic assembler language, machine language and operating
systems that IBM taught me in three or four months of basic programmer training. I found it hard
to explain my work as theoretical physicist developing mathematical models to predict the motion
of scientific and weather satellites for the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA).
It was easier when we got past the more technical aspects of computer systems and started
discussing management. I had read every book I could find on management and had been managing
teams of people that developed computer systems for the most recent several years.
The men who were interviewing me managed projects. Many of the projects were related to
computer systems and required selecting, organizing and supervising analysts, designers,
programmers and other professionals to develop computer systems that did the right thing and got
finished within time and budgetary constraints. The only difference between me and them was that
they worked largely on business systems and I had worked largely on scientific systems. I started
to see the job fit and hoped that they did.
Tom Carter had not told me anything about the interview process. I should have asked, but
I didn’t. As I wondered who the decision maker was and what I could do to enhance my chances
of joining the firm, the final interviewer arrived and introduced himself as Bill Atkins. He had a
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riveting manner, never lost eye contact, focussed on whatever subject he was interested m and
wouldn t let you change the subject on him. Although he was all business and very senous he ha
a mercurial smile and expressive eyes that reminded me of a mischievous child. I liked him and
although all the titleless interviewers appeared to me to be about the same in temis of size, s ape,
dress, demeanor, age and style, there was something noticeably different about Bil . er a ew
questions and I decided to ask him who the decision maker was, how I was doing an w a e
I was a little startled when he evasively told me that after the interviews were over all the
interviewers got together and voted. Because the vote hadn’t been taken, he said he didn t know
how I was doing. That did not resolve the decision maker question. I won ere ow were
broken. Bill looked like a man you couldn’t and shouldn’t push, so I didn t. nstea , as e im




Thomas Peter Gallagher (March-November 1974)
When I arrived for my first day at work with Touche, I was assigned an office that I shared
with seven people. Two of my office mates were women who had been interviewed on the same day
that I was interviewed. The office contained six desks, but there were never more than three or four
people in the office so the numerical discrepancy between the number of people and the number
of desks was not a problem. After a while I reco nized the informal hierarchy in my office: the
people who occupied the desks toward the front of the office near the door had been around longer,
hence had seniority over, the people who had desks toward the back of the office.
My desk was well toward the back. It took several months for me to get to know the names
of my office colleagues because most of us were not in town simultaneously. There was one
exception. One of the front desks was regularly occupied by a youngish looking, bespectacled, not
short, not tall, red headed man. He had facial scars that remained from a bad case of adolescent
acne. His hair, which showed no sign of a part, might have been described as an Afro in 1974,
except for the fact that he was white. And he wore the most dreadful shirts I had ever seen. He
did not look like the men I had met at the interviews.
When I first met him, he was separating stacks of multipart computer printouts that had
three or four carbon sheets between the copies. One by one he was separating the carbons from the
paper copies by unfolding a foot high pile into stacks of paper on his desk and rumpled carbons into
a neighboring trash can. At NASA machines called decollators that performed that function. He
seemed to catch the humor when I offhandedly commented what he was doing could be more
efficiently done by a machine. His name was Thomas Peter Gallagher, Jr.
It was my custom to arrive at the office at 6:30 or 7:00 in the morning. In graduate school
I adopted an abused, unhealthly, two month old Pekin ese puppy. I named the dog Lucille
Armadein, la baronette DuPain, George for short. George taught me that I could avoid messes in
my apartment by walking her around the Bloomin ton town square at 6:00 in the morning.  hen
George and I moved east, I eventually gave the dog to my sister in Boston, but I never got over the
habit of getting up very early in the morning.
Thomas Peter seldom showed up before 9:30 or 10:00 in the morning. By 6:30 in the
evening when I was ready to quit after a long day and he was ready to break for dinner. He and
I had dinner together twenty seven consecutive nights. He was the youngest child and only son of
Catholic parents who immigrated from Ireland to Missouri and Illinois. He had a sister who was
a Dominican nun at a convent in Springfield. He was bom and grew up in Michigan. His deceased
father had retires as a regional sales manager for Burroughs (now Unisys) in Philadelphia. He had
gone to elementary and high school under the watchful eyes of the Jesuits. He majored in English
at the University of Pennsylvania and toured the British Isles on a Triumph with a sidecar while he
ea  ed a master s degree at Edinburgh.
Weekends we worked in the garden at my house in Chevy Chase, DC.
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Reenter the Big Eight (August 1978)
Policy anomaly! How could I be a policy anomaly? I had not even started to work at Price
Waterhouse. Paul Goodstat, the partner responsible for federal government consulting, explained
that he had made an error in hirin  me because firm policy prohibited employing spouses of
partners in others of the "Big Ei ht" accounting firms. I was close to panic as I put the bag of
groceries on the floor of the elevator where I had grabbed the ringing phone. I had already left my
previous employer and was looking forward to going back to big eight consulting after a few days
off. Furthermore, I needed a job. Partners at Touche Ross started out at about $35,000 a year and
that would not support the family even though we had always lived well below what our combined
incomes would permit. The relief was dizzying when Paul continued the conversation by stating that
the firm would honor its commitment to hire me in spite of the policy.
Paul was a nice man, I thought as I unloaded the rest of the groceries onto the elevator and
rode up with them to the second floor where I put them in the kitchen. The top of the stairs on the
second floor was blocked by one of two baby gates that isolated my son Gilbert on the second floor.
He started crawling entirely too early for my taste. Although he had never rolled down any of the
eight flights of stairs that connected the four stories of the townhouse in which we lived, it made me
nervous to have him crawling around at will. Furthermore, in earlier times, he would get to the top
of a flight, not be able to get back down and holler loudly. A quick check with a baby book or two
yielded the entirely unimplementable advice to teach the child how to get down the stairs. My
stepfather built the equivalent of a three foot high picket fence gate across each of the accesses to
the stairs going up and down from the second floor. The baby gates contained Gilbert, who was then
eight months and walking, but they were not easy to open and close.
That night, over dinner, my husband Tom and I disparagingly discussed our second brush
with what we thought were anachronistic policies in the big eight. The morning s brush with
unemployment did not bode well for my becoming a partner at PW. That, however, was at least five
years away because you had to be an employee for that long before you could be admitted to the
partnership. We were not thinking long term at the time and brushed off any consideration of
possible events that far into the future.
I did nothing for what seemed like months before my first client assignment with the firm.
I was scheduled to be assigned to a contract that the government had not yet awarded. The General
Accounting Office had written a report in which it criticized the Department of the Interior for some
financial practices and procedures related to the Bureau of Indian Affairs and made
recommendations for improvements. The Department, in turn, asked for proposals from the private
sector to help implement the recommendations. A tall, lanky, affable fellow named Tom Colberg
who had worked for the Office of Management and Budget before he joined Price Waterhouse had
written Price Waterhouse’s proposal to the Department shortly before I arrived. Paul Goodstat’s
entire office was waiting and hoping the job would be awarded to us. We had proposed to formulate
information requirements for an improved financial management system in return for $200 thousand.
That was a big deal in a time when $50 thousand was considered to be a big project.
Tom Colberg and I were ecstatic when we won   he because the sale would look good in
his file, and I because the job was my ticket out of boredom. For the duration of the project throu h
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the winter of 1978 and the spring of 1979, I worked for Tom. The job required that we interview
key mana ers at Interior and the Bureau in Washington and at field office in Albuquerque.  e also
had to interview representatives of the Indian tribes that the Bureau served all over the  est. Tom
and a woman named Pat Bowman were supposed to do most of the work in Washington and I was
scheduled to head west for the field work. When the interviews were finished we planned to analyze
what we learned or collected in the interview process and write a report.
It was nice to be on a plane again. Other than an occasional vacation, I had done very little
traveling since my tours of the coal mines for the United Mineworkers  Health and Retirement
Funds.
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Snowstorm (February 1979)
Washington goes into cardiac arrest shortly after the first inch of snow accumulates. When
Tom and I dragged out of bed that morning the sno  was falling fast and predictions were for six
inches. I didn t believe the predictions. It was bone chilling cold, like only February can be when
a great, dry and bitter jet stream descends from Canada. A big, warm, wet air mass was slowly
boiling into town from the southeast. I knew when that mess encountered the Canadian air and got
stuck, it would dump a foot or more of dry powder on the already frozen ground. Sully, who had
been taking care of our daughter, Tela, since she was less than a month old, could not get in from
Virginia to take care of the children. I took Tela, who had turned three the previous month, to the
Owl school day care center where she regularly attended nursery school in the basement of the
church two blocks away. The Owl school did not, however, take children under the age of eighteen
months, so Tom made arrangements and drove Gilbert, who was only sixteen months old, out to stay
with a former neighbor near Chevy Chase Circle.
Going in to the office had not been worth the small effort it took to make the trip ten blocks
downtown. Revised predictions of twelve to fifteen inches of snow had closed down the government.
Most of the twenty or so people who worked in Price Waterhouse s Office of Government Services
(OGS) went home early. The situation at Touche Ross, where my husband worked was pretty much
the same. Late in the afternoon we picked up Tela. I kept an eye on her while Tom drove out to
Chevy Chase to pick up Gilbert. It got dark as the snow passed the six inch mark and showed no
signs of letting up. I felt cooped up in the house and was anxious for Tom and Gilbert to get home.
It snows so infrequently in Washington and there usually is so little accumulation that neither the
cars nor the people are ever prepared for it. As time passed, I worried that even if Tom maneuvered
the inevitable dozens of stranded cars on Connecticut avenue uneventfully, he might not be able to
get the Plymouth up the steep incline at the bottom of the driveway. I put on my leather gardening
boots, took a shovel from the garage and absently moved snow around the driveway.
I knew my right arm was broken the instant I hit the ground. After roUing off the arm that
had been pinned under me behind my back, I crawled to the top of the driveway and supported
myself on the neighbors’ cars as I groped my way to the front door of the nearest house. We had
only lived in the house on Cathedral Avenue since Gilbert was four months old and I did not know
any of the people who lived in the five other townhouses on the cul de sac. Oh I recognized most
of them, knew the names of a few of them, and did not know the phone numbers of any of them.
The door was opened by two of the people who rented the house two doors down from me. They
were gentle people, gave the impression that they might have been flower children ten years ago,
but all they could do was help me back to my house. They did not know anything about even the
basics of first aid. Relying on my girl scout training of twenty five years ago, I directed them as
they got newspapers from the garage, ripped up an old sheet for ties, wrapped the arm in a
makeshift splint of newspaper and tied it on. They didn’t drive and they didn’t know where the
nearest hospital was.
Calling an ambulance was out of the question   under the best of conditions the DC
ambulance service was taxed. I did not consider myself to be an emergency and the snowstorm was
almost certainly creating plenty of crises more significant than mine. Besides, what would I do with
Tela? I called for help from a college classmate of mine who lived in the neighborhood. Tom had
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still not retu  ed with Gilbert when she arrived. While she kept an eye on Tela I went next door
to meet my neighbors. Although David and Ruth Hopper had moved into their house about the
same time that Tom and the children and I had moved into ours, I did not know them other than
to say hello. David and Ruth were private people. Both worked, he for the World Bank and she
for the Agency for International Development. Both of them frequently traveled internationally. I
hated to bother them, but I was lucky they were at home.
Ruth opened the door. We didn t shake hands. I asked if perhaps she or David could take
me to the nearest emergency room. Ruth needed no explanation. On her call, David stopped
writing a speech to the international organization of something or other that was already way behind
schedule. In what was by then the closest thing to a blizzard that Washington had experienced in
ten years, he drove us through the Rock Creek Park to the George Washington Hospital. He gaily
told stories about driving in the winter in his native Canada as he smoothly ducked the sliding
traffic. After he deposited Ruth and me at the emergency entrance, Ruth told him we would call a
cab to get home and he turned around and went back to his speech.
We checked me in along with what we were later told was the twelve other
coleus fractures for the evening. I was on the verge of dizzily keeling over when I sank into one of
the few remaining chairs in a large waiting room. For maybe twenty minutes, Ruth sat across the
room reading and looking up watchfully at me as I hung on the edge of consciousness. She then
decided that I was not in control of my senses and took charge. She proceeded calmly to the desk
where the harried emergency room attendant was reviewing a growing pile of patient paperwork.
She politely addressed him and in a very dignified, very quiet voice told him that I was five months
pregnant and about to pass out from pain. She did not have to ask how long it would be before a
doctor saw me. The emergency room swung into action like something out of a hospital television
series. Two medics put me in a wheel chair and rolled me out of the waiting room where one doctor
looked at my swollen arm while someone started tying to locate the orthopaedic surgeon. The
medics then whisked me off to radiology with instructions to give due regard to my delicate
condition. Xrays completed, I was delivered into the waiting hands of a tiny, young woman with a
sparkling sense of humor and two big men in hospital garb. She was the orthopaedic surgeon, she
told me, and while the two men immobilized various parts of me, she was going to set my arm by
pulling it around until she thought the bones were in the right place. She finished by installing the
first of what became a series of four casts that I would have to wear over the next two months.
Ruth overestimated the capabilities of the DC taxi system. When the cab didn’t come and
it became evident that none was coming, she interrupted David’s speechwriting efforts again. It was
still snowing when David and Ruth delivered me back to my family. I never heard how the speech
went.
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Peter: June 1979
The broken arm had no adverse effects on Thomas Peter Gallagher, Jr. who was bom in June
of 1979. His birth straddled the time boundary between two projects for the Bureau of Indian
Affairs. The second project was a $200 thousand out rowth of the first. Because I sold the
additional work, I had the opportunity to manage it. The partner responsible for all work with the
Bureau was Lew Krulwich, who like Tom had worked at OMB. Lew was quite a bit shorter than I,
bald with a neatly groomed, monk like fringe of hair around the sides and back of his head, and he
was slender almost to the point of looking frail. The apparent frailty was deceptive, however, for
he had a reputation as a wicked tennis player. Lew was a quiet, thoughtful man who seemed to
worry a lot, especially about the well being of his people, the people who worked for him.
Unlike Tom Colberg s project, which was largely done in the  ashington area, all the work
on my project had to be done at a data processing facility that belonged to the Department of the
Interior and was located in - lbuquerque, New Mexico. The project was scheduled to start within
a few weeks of the date that my obstetrician had scheduled for the cesarian section to deliver Peter.
The obstetrician did not want me to fly out there to start the job, not because of my advanced state
of pregnancy, but because of the less than remote possibility that I could go into labor or develop
a pregnancy related complication in Albuquerque or en route between there and Washington. My
husband and I had enough difficulty managing two children in Washington without having another
one arrive somewhere over the midwest. When I decided not to start the project, Lew selected a
senior manager named John L. McClure to start the job in my absence. He also negotiated with the
partners in Houston for a consultant from their office to do the staff work. Bill Devaney, the partner
in charge of the Houston consulting practice assigned a fairly young consultant named Linda Pegues
to work for John L. on the project. Lew, John L. and Linda got the project set up and started work.
A couple of weeks after Peter and I were released from the hospital, I began commuting to
Albuquerque two, occasionally three, days each week. I usually flew out early Thursday morning
and took a late afternoon flight back on Friday. Tela was only a month out of diapers; Gilbert still
wore them. It was hard on Tom, but Sully took care of the children during the day and Tela and
Gilbert generally slept through the night. Furthermore, I eventually benefitted tremendously from
the sleep I got every night I spent in -Albuquerque.
When I first arrived in Albuquerque, however, the situation was anything but restful. Linda
and John L., who was also known as Larry, were up to their ears in technical alligators, in this case
operational computer flow diagrams. Larry was supposed to have developed a work plan and Linda
was supposed to be executing it. But when I arrived, two or three weeks into the job, all I could
see was Larry and Linda with their heads down, buried in piles of diagrams, working like mad from
early in the morning until late at night. There was no evidence of a plan and no indication of where
we were in terms of the overall project time table. When I asked Linda when she was going to
finish whatever she was doing, I was greeted with a vacant stare and an enthusiastic statement that
she was going to do whatever it took to get done according to the schedule.
Linda and I had a conversation about management. I told her that all she could manage was
what was under her control and that in her position all she had under her control was her own time.
She and I agreed that she would count the number of diagrams that she produced in a day and
determine the average number per day. After a few days we were able to estimate, based on the
number of diagrams left to do, how we were doing compared to the project schedule. It turned out
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that we were not doing very well. To catch up to the schedule, I joined Larry and Linda down in
the pile of diagrams.
We worked long hours, but we played too, and we got to know each other over a beer or
margaritas with wonderful Tex-Mex food, some served in elegant surroundings, some served in sleazy
little joints. Larry was a nice man, quiet and pensive, with a daughter from a failed marriage who
lived with her grandmother. Many weekends he went home to be with his daughter in Tennessee.
He was a southerner, my age, maybe a year or two older, but he seemed to have aged more in the
year or two since he had been rejected as a partner candidate. Linda was tall, taller than either
Larry or I. She was a slender woman in her twenties with flaming red hair and a southern accent
that announced that she was from Texas. She was always in a good humor. Larry and I laughed
frequently when she was around, not because she had a well developed sense of humor, although
she did, rather because she would naively tell the most outrageous stories, with a perfectly straight
face, and not even realize what she was doing.
She recounted what took place at the Price Waterhouse golf outing that she had attended
on a previous Saturday when she was home for the weekend. Everyone showered and dressed for
dinner after the day s athletic events at a posh country club in Houston. Dinner was nicely served
complete with appropriate speeches and awards for outstanding (either good or bad) performance
on the playing fields. After dinner, the partners, lead by Bill Devaney and followed by most of the
male staff, retired to the men’s grill for cognac. Linda was left high and dry and out of the men’s
grill. With a very serious expression she stated that she wanted to go in and join the rest of the
staff, but had thought better of it and had gone home. Still serious, she went on to ask me and
Larry what we thought she should have done.
After a transition period, Larry returned to Washington, leaving Linda working by herself
with the client except for the periods of my visits from Washington. She became quite skillful at
estimating how long it would take her to get something done. When I arrived to review her work,
assess progress against plans and report status to the client, she was prepared with all the facts and
figures about how many diagrams were done, how many were left to do and when she would finish.
The client staff loved her. By most standards the job was going well. Measured in terms of
profitability to my office, however, it was not doing well.
The project for the Bureau of Indian Affairs, like most projects done for government, was bid
at heavily discounted hourly rates, typically 40% or more. The firm’s accounting system
automatically charged my office for Linda’s time at the standard interoffice rate, which was the full
rate, discounted by 30 . Although the firm as a whole could be profitable even with the
government discount, the overall effect of the interoffice discount being less than the government
discount was to export profits from my office to the Houston office. To improve profitability, my
office decided to assign Bob Caplan to the project. Because Bob was not billable to a client, he was
an expense with no offsetting revenue. He was from my office so we would not be exporting profits.
Linda was putting in long hours and could use some help. The assignment made sense in terms of
dollars and cents.
It was wrong. The reason Bob was not billable was because his experience was in health
care and related services and there was a major slump in the firm’s practice in that area. He was
about as appropriate for the project as a medical technician was to run a computer room.
Furthermore, his performance ratings were not very good. I objected to his assignment, to no avail.
He went to Albuquerque. Less than a week passed before the phone rang on my desk in
Marc  23, 1992 12
Washington and an irate Linda explained that Bob was only in the office from nine to five and it
wasn t clear that he did anythin  when he was there. I was furious by the time Linda hun  up and
I called Bob. I let him know, in no uncertain terms that he had better work side by side with Linda
and carry his share of the work load. In equally uncertain terms he told me that he hated the
project and planned to expend only the minimally acceptable effort working on it. No one in the
Office of Government Services was upset when Bob left the firm one step ahead of the ax.
hen not in Albuquerque I worked to develop another project for the Bureau. It was in
conjunction with a $50 thousand data processing planning project that eventually materialized from
my in town efforts that I first had the opportunity to spend some time with Karen Nold. Karen had
joined the firm from the Federal Reserve. She and I were both part of a group of experienced data
processing professionals who were hired during my early days in OGS as part of a strategy to expand
the business in the area of computer systems. Historically, most of OGS’s work related to computer
systems was staffed with people from other offices because OGS was so small. The added travel
expenses associated with out of towners had an adverse impact on, either the office s bottom line
or its competitive posture. Furthermore, the firm’s interoffice billing policy made it financially
advantageous to use your own staff and financially disadvantageous to use staff from other offices.
Once Karen’s project got started, she and I bumped into each other around town and occasionally
out west. Both of our projects were slated to end in the fall.
Paperwork that stacked up during the week was reserved for the plane trip between
Washington and Albuquerque. Late in the summer, one of the items in the stack was a request for
proposals from the United States Department of State. The request had been circulated to most of
the partners and managers in the office, none of whom had expressed any interest in it. Writing
proposals is dog work and was something that I had generally avoided except when it was necessary
to develop my next assignment. This one, however, showed promise: the Department wanted an
analysis leading to design recommendations for a worldwide financial management system. It
planned to contract initially with two companies, each of which would independently do the analysis
and design. The Department would then select a design and require the two companies to compete
in a procurement for a contract to implement the design. This type of contract was called a "fly-off
based on a type of aircraft procurement whereby two competing contractors would each build one
aircraft. After flying both of them, the government would award a contract to build the better
aircraft in volume.
The odds of winning the initial contract were twice as good as they were on most contracts.
The initial work was to be done by a small number of people, so my small office could be credible.
The time frame for the analysis covered more than a year, so we could be assured that a core of
people would be billable full time. The work looked like it would be fun to do; the travel prospects
looked interesting; and if we did a good job, the firm would have the opportunity to develop and
install the resulting system at State Department facilities all over the world. That would be a huge
job. By the time I got back to the office, I had worked up a lot of enthusiasm for writing the
proposal.
Tom Beyer, the partner in char e of OGS, was not someone I knew very well. His father had
been the managing partner at Touche Ross. Tom transferred down from Boston the summer Peter
was bom. He was a lean man, not tall, fierce steel blue eyes, decisive, direct. His demeanor scared
some, offended others. When he took over, OGS was a cost center of the firm’s national office  
it was not required to make a profit. He either had been given or had taken on a new charter and
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an aggressive posture for OGS. It was going to be a profit center and he was going to make it grow,
exponentially. He gave no indication that he had a plan of action, but everyone in the office knew
what the objective was.
Some of the managers characterized Tom s approach to growth as "Fly it up the flag pole and
see if anyone salutes". Tom was willing to support almost any manager with almost any scheme, for
a while. If the scheme and the manager contributed to his growth objective, then the manager got
more and more opportunities to try more and more schemes. Managers who produced failures, and
there had to be more than one, were assigned to harmless efforts. For all his apparent fierceness,
I don’t remember a single person that Tom ever fired.
When Tom and I met to discuss the proposal effort, I told him it wasn’t going to be easy.
The firm was required by the request for proposals to have a cleared facility, which it didn’t have.
The request required that people proposed have security clearances, which they generally didn’t
have. The firm was required to have a methodology, and although there were various components
available in various parts of the firm there was no single stack of volumes entitled "Methodology"
that you could point to. Furthermore, even a blind man could see the potential for growth that the
job offered, so the competition was going to be fierce. He wanted to go for it and told me I could
have whatever I needed to get it done.
True to his word, Tom committed a lot of money to getting it done. The staff in OGS did
anything they could. Anyone we needed from other offices, we flew in from wherever they were to
write parts of the proposal, to fill out clearance forms, to do whatever it took. And it took a lot of
effort. Each component of the proposal was carefully crafted to the terms and conditions specified
in the request for proposals. To do so required that some people change the way they wrote or
presented what they viewed as more or less standard components of proposals. At one point I had
a partner named Jim  helan from Tom’s old office working for me writing parts of the proposal.
Change creates friction, and there was some, but it was manageable. The largest proposal that OGS
had written to date was submitted in the fall of 1979.
For a week or two after the proposal was submitted, I worked from nine to five to recover
from exhaustion. The we waited along with the ten or twelve other bidders who submitted proposals
while the government’s proposal evaluation process plodded along.
Judy Reach had worked with Tom Beyer in Boston and transferred to Washington shortly
after he did. She and I worked together while we waited for the results of the State Department’s
evaluation of the proposals.
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Meet Me in St. Louis (July - Augu t 1982)
Lew Krulwich asked me to review a request for proposals that had been issued by a federal
agency in Washin ton. He told me that for several months, Tim Coffey in the St. Louis office had
been tracking the agency s efforts to develop and issue the request for proposals. The agency had
major operations in St. Louis and wanted a contractor to support a big system design and
development effort, with most of the early work to be done in St. Louis. The contractor would be
paid on a cost plus incentive fee basis. That meant that the contractor could recover its allowable
costs plus a variable profit, expressed as percentage of costs. The variability of the profit would be
a function of how the federal agency evaluated the performance of the contractor   good
performance would result in higher profit, bad performance could result in no profit at all.
I was very good at putting together cost based proposals for projects to implement big
computer systems for the federal government. My career to this point had been devoted to
implementing big computer systems. I understood the federal rules and regulations, knew how to
fill out most of the federally required forms and understood the firm’s government cost structure.
I knew how to manage the logistics required to get the required volumes, in the required numbers,
to the right places by the prescribed time. I knew the strengths and weaknesses of the optional
bidding strategies that could be used by the firm or, for that matter, by the competition.
Because the proposal for the real estate management system at the State Department was still
under consideration by the Department, I was unassigned and available to manage the proposal
effort in St. Louis. There were three consulting partners in St. Louis, none of whom knew me well
enough to cast a vote in the partnership election process. Lew told me that working in St. Louis
would be an opportunity for exposure to partners outside of the Office of Government Services.
Furthermore,  ashington, DC is close to unbearable in the summer. There are whole
neighborhoods located on the hills that drop into the Potomac River that were originally built as
summer cottages where residents of the city could go to escape the heat. The city all but closes
down in August. The reason sometimes given for the close down is the fact that Congress is in
recess, but I think that the real reason is related to the unbearable heat and humidity. Not having
been in St. Louis at any time in my adult life, I was naively looking forward to spending some time
in St. Louis as a means to escape the DC heat.
As I commuted between Washington and St. Louis in July and August of 1982, I realized
that St. Louis had weather far more disgusting than Washington. But the weather was the least of
my problems. When the proposal effort began and six weeks later when the proposal was signed,
the same partner was in charge. In between there were three other partners, one after another, who
were responsible for my efforts. The public sector experience of these partners had been gained
working on state or local government projects under fixed price contracts.
Fixed price proposals, where the amount to be paid will be contractually established and the
contractor bears the risk of an overrun, are financially much riskier than cost based proposals where
payments at least cover costs. The State or local agencies usually had allowed access to their
personnel to ensure that bidders had a complete understanding of the technical problem to be
solved. This federal agency would not permit its staff to interact with potential contractors. With
each transition from one partner to the next, I had to explain and justify why this proposal effort was
unlike preparing a proposal for a fixed price contract with a state or local government entity.
Transition management consumed a great deal of time.
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Arthur Andersen was another serious problem. Andersen did not develop the most profitable
consulting practice in the world by working from nine to five and waiting for the work to roll in.
The people in St. Louis believed that Andersen was the competition to beat. Some of the St. Louis
staff believed that Andersen had done work for this agency related to the proposed project and that
Price Waterhouse probably couldn t win the job. Although I was convinced that Andersen was not
unbeatable, the only reasonable assumption for me to make was that we were the underdog. We
would have to work harder and smarter to win. To me that meant that every resume and every
citation of firm experience would have to be carefully written to address the specific requirements
stated by the requesting agency. This was not a proposal that could be put together by pulling
prefabricated parts off a shelf full of old proposals.
This was also going to be the biggest proposal ever written by the consulting staff in St.
Louis. To respond to the requirements outlined in the agency’s request for proposals, we were going
to have to bid almost the entire consulting staff of the St. Louis Office together with a few key
people from other offices. The St. Louis staff, however, rose to the occasion, although I was later
to learn that they believed that their rise had been initiated by my kicking them. Approximately
20 consultants, most of whom did not spend much time in the office after normal working hours,
worked until eight or nine at night drafting their resumes to describe their experience in the specific
terms and formats required. I asked someone to bring in the beer and order pizza. We billed the
resume writing sessions as pizza parties.
The proposal that was developing from this effort was growing to be so large that the word
processing staff in St. Louis couldn’t keep up with the volume and was having trouble keeping all
the components of the documents under control. I called for help from my office. Hunter Jones,
the partner who had administrative responsibility for the word processing group in the Office of
Government Services, responded instantly by sending the best person on the staff to St. Louis and
leaving her there for two weeks until the proposal was finished.
As the proposal process was bumping and grinding along in St. Louis, Tom Beyer was
managing the process of proposing candidates from the Office of Government Services for the
partnership. During the early stages of the St. Louis proposal, Tom called me to say that Ben
arder1 was writing the documents required to propose me to be a partner. That seemed strange:
I didn’t like Ben much and I didn’t think he liked me much. But Tom was my mentor so I assumed
that he was trying to force Ben into a position where he had to support the proposal. A few weeks
later, Tom called again, this time to let me know that Don Epelbaum2 was redrafting the
documents. I was reminded of Alice’s comments   "Curiouser and curiouser". Before I left St.
Louis, Tom called one final time to say that he had polished the final draft and sub itted it. He
also told me that the State Department had approved our proposal to develop the real estate system.
On a Friday morning in late August I flew out of St. Louis with several boxes of proposals
to be delivered in Washington.  e had been up until 2:00 in the morning putting things into
deliverable form. We had done a terrific job and I was proud of the team. The St. Louis staff was
exhausted and so was I. After I saw the receipt that proved that the proposal had been delivered
on time, I went home to relax for the weekend. Monday would bring the start of the project to
develop a real estate management system (REMS) for the State Department.
Shortly after I returned to Washington from St. Louis, Lew Krulwich showed me the
performance appraisal that Tim Coffey had prepared and sent to him. The appraisal carried the
comment "just plain rough on staff. Lew sighed and said "Well, we knew you were going to be
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controversial". My "exposure" to the partners in St. Louis had garnered four votes for me: two votes
to hold me over until the next year, one "No" vote, and one "Insufficient Information" vote. Tim
Coffey contributed one of the two votes to hold me over until the next year.
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Into Africa (Au ust 1982 - March 83)
It took most of the fall of 1982 to get the REMS project team organized and ready to get to
work. The FMS contract had to be modified to include the budget. Office space had to be leased
in Rosslyn, across the river in Virginia near the State Department offices. The State Department
had to find, assign, and free up a technical officer to run the project. It was hard to find Price
aterhouse staff for the project. The Office of Government Services was growing in leaps and
bounds. It took a lot of recruiting to support the staffing needs of FMS and other new projects that
fueled the growth.
I needed two managers, four or five less experienced consultants, an administrative assistant
and a dedicated word processor to do the job. I recruited an administrative assistant. Tim Scheve
asked if he could be one of the consultants on the project. "Tiny Tim", as he was called because
of his towering height, was not an ideal fit in terms of his experience, but he was smart and had a
history of good performance reviews. He also had a wonderful, sarcastic wit that made him fun to
work with. He joined the team that fall. I was lucky to get Harry Barschdorf as one of the
managers. He had been tough competition when he worked for the other contractor on the original
FMS "fly off. Tiny Tim was assigned to Harry s team.
Bob Lam, the second manager was imposed on me. I had worked with him enough to know
that he was not what I wanted or needed. Although I strongly expressed my objections, I was told
that I could do my bit for staff development and that I had no say in the assignment decision.
I got a call from the office downtown about a possible word processor   the only expressed
reservation about the candidate was that he appeared to be gay. I told the office that it might make
a difference if I were planning to sleep with him, but I needed a word processor and the fact that
he might be gay didn’t matter if he could type. He was hired. He actually didn’t last long, but his
sexual preference had nothing to do with his departure.
By November it looked like the rest of the team would have to be recruited. However, my
involvement in the recruiting would have to wait because the St. Louis proposal was resurfacing after
being buried for several months in the government’s proposal evaluation process. Price Waterhouse
was invited to make oral presentations to respond to the government’s questions and to support and
defend the proposal. The key members of the proposal team from St. Louis, including the partner
proposed to run the job and Tim Coffey, convened in  ashington to get ready to be grilled by the
government.
We were all very happy about being invited to orals, as the grilling sessions were called,
because it meant that we had probably made it past some cut of the competition. Some of us,
however, were more than a little nervous about how we were going to perform because most of the
team had never been to orals before. For our team, the technical orals were conducted by the
partner proposed to run the job. He had to be bailed out of trouble every now and then, but on the
whole, the technical orals went pretty well. The cost orals were conducted by Tim Coffey. Tim was
not sure how to respond to the first cost question. When I asked him if he wanted me to respond,
Tim decided to let me take an active role in the cost negotiations.
When the orals were over, Tim had been impressed. He told me so and thanked me
graciously. He also took the time and went to the trouble to write a laudatory letter is which he
changed his vote to state that he thought I should be made a partner. Price Waterhouse won the
$2.2 million contract in December of 1982.
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Recruiting for the REMS project started in earnest. We hired one consultant who was
assigned to Harry s team. Harry then had enough staff that he could lead an orientation trip
overseas. The US embassy in Panama was selected because it was not too far away. The State
Department then decided that field work for the project would begin in late January, 1983.
Recruiting staff for the second team accelerated. The project was getting desperate for staff as was
the office in general. We hired three more consultants as fast as we could find candidates. As the
new staff were arriving or being scheduled to arrive, the State Department decided that we would
do the initial field work in Africa because none of the original FMS teams had been to any African
posts and there was concern that management of the African Bureau might conclude that its
requirements were being neglected. Other field work would have to be done in Germany and France
because of the large property holdings and the complexity of the property management problems in
these countries.
I did not believe that it was a good business practice to take green staff in large numbers
overseas, so we had a project practice that staff did not go overseas unless they first had some kind
of an orientation trip to a site where they could not get into too much trouble. (Trouble was
measured in terms of things like getting sick, committing protocol blunders, not understanding the
functions of the various components of an embassy.)
When the State Department selected Nigeria and Zaire as the African posts where we were
goin  to do some of our fact finding, there were only two staff members who had been around
enou h to go. Harry, Bob and I decided that Harry would take Pat O’Hem on one leg of the African
trip and that I would simultaneously take Tim Scheve on the other leg. Because Harry spoke pretty
good French and we understood that Zaire was French speaking, Harry was to go to Zaire and I
would go to Nigeria. Fred Cook, the State Department’s project manager, would go with Harry.
When we finished in Africa, we would meet Bob and the new staff in Germany and proceed to the
US embassy in Bonn. Bonn would be the orientation site for Bob’s team. Harry’s team could
continue the fact finding and analysis. We scheduled the trip to the US facilities in Paris
immediately after Bonn.
That Africa trip was the worst trip I ever experienced. Although the trip had its lighter
moments, just about everythin  went wron . The trip began uneventfully enough. Fred, Harry, and
I and our teams got on the same plane and flew to Frankfurt where we spent the night. We left the
next morning for our respective destinations in Africa.
The first sign of trouble appeared to me on the plane to Lagos. I was glancing vacantly at
the International Herald Tribune while chatting with Tim as the plane went into the landing pattern
to the airport when I noticed that then Vice President Bush was scheduled to visit the US embassy
in Bonn at the same time that the REMS project team was due to be there. That would be a
disaster. When a high ranking government official visits an embassy the entire administrative staff
of the embassy is consumed with work for a number of reasons, not the least of which is security
and the related lo istics. Even if it were not terribly rude to arrive at the embassy during a vice
presidential visit, we would not be able to schedule an appointment to talk to anyone. We could
not go to Bonn and I was going to have to make sure that Bob Lam kept his team in Washington.
I couldn’t understand how the schedule conflict had happened. There were elaborate
clearance procedures back in Washington to prevent it. Tim and I discussed the fact that we were
going to have to get in touch with Fred in Kinshasa as soon as we could get to a phone. That,
however, was never to be. The day we landed in Lagos, there was a coup. The building that housed
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the central communication system for Nigeria was burning when we landed. For our entire stay in
the country we could not use a telephone. The diplomatic communication system at the embassy
was not handling administrative messages. We were not able to make contact with Fred or, for that
matter, with Washington.
We landed. The airport was quite dirty. It smelled, men urinated in the ashcans. We were
met by a foreign ser ice officer from the embassy and a Nigerian employee who was referred to as
an "expediter". I had heard the term around the Department back in Washin ton, but I didn t know
what it meant. After introductions, the expediter asked me and Tim for our passports and travel
papers and told us to stand still. He disappeared. He returned a few minutes later, told us to
follow him to another spot in the airport and then to stand still again. He disappeared again. We
did this following, stopping, disappearing dance all the way through the airport and out to the
embassy van that was waiting to take us to our hotel. It was the dry season and it was hotter than
hades. The air smelled of smoke and dirt. We could see burning tires in piles along the side of
the road as we were driven from the airport to our hotel.
At one point, we were stopped at a road block guarded by two very big men with sour frowns
on there faces and machine guns in their hands. One of the  uards waved his machine gun around
as he inspected the inside of the vehicle while the foreign service officer politely held out a plastic
covered badge that I assumed was some sort of diplomatic pass. During the entire trip, which was
a terrifying experience to me and Tim, the foreign service officer carried on an even toned, steady
conversation explaining the coup. The new regime had decided that the economy of Nigeria could
not support the Benins, Togolese, and Ghanaians which, as a group, represented 30% of the
population, and had ordered them to get out of the country and given them two weeks to do so. We
were advised not to leave the hotel, something that had never occurred to us, and to wait for the
embassy van to pick us up to go to work in the morning. On that note Tim and I decided to have
a drink and dinner after dropping our bags in the rooms.
First, a drink. The State Department was always very careful about advising us what to do
and not to do when visiting posts overseas. In preparation for our Nigerian visit, we had been shot
for various varieties of colored fevers, hepatitis, typhoid and cholera. We were given malaria tablets
to take for the period from 30 days before we left until 30 days after we got back. We were
supplied with tablets to take if we picked up gastroenteritis. We were told not to drink the water
in the hotel unless it came from a bottle with an unbroken seal. The advice about the water
included ice cubes, but we chose to ignore it. After asking three times and carefully determinin 
that the hotel served bourbon, we ordered bourbon on the rocks. We should have known that the
sun never sets on the British empire   we got scotch, ordered another and somehow avoided getting
sick from the water. I do not remember willingly drinking scotch on any other occasion.
On to dinner. Naturally we ate in the hotel. We ordered chicken and rice. You can eat
chicken and boiled rice almost anywhere in the world without fear of intestinal repercussions.
Nigeria is no exception, although we did accumulate and stack in a pile on a napkin on the table
a couple of tablespoons full of small stones that came in the cooked rice. As we were leaving the
hotel restaurant to go back to our rooms, Tim asked if I would do him a favor and escort him back
to his room. I thought that was a little strange until he explained that he was uncomfortable walking
past the hookers and would appreciate the company.
With Tim safely tucked in so to speak, I looked forward to a shower. No such luck.
Because of the drought, the water was turned off at night. I brushed my teeth with a bottle of soda
March 23, 1992 20
that I found in the room and retired. Except for two or three occasions when someone banged on
the door and shouted something I couldn t understand, I slept soundly.
It was hard to believe that it was only Monday. We were greeted hospitably, but with a
measure of reserve, by Bert Moore, Counselor for Administration, at the US Embassy to Nigeria in
La os. He introduced the embassy staff with whom we would be working and took us on a tour of
the facility to show us his real estate management problems. The chancery was a relatively new
buildin . Its predecessor had burned down. (There seemed to be a problem with fires in Nigeria.)
They had had a fire in the building a week or so ago, Bert explained. The fire had done some
damage, but the fire department had done more. Lagos is built on some islands at the mouth of a
river. The city is chopped up by a lot of salt water canals. Fresh water is scarce. To extinguish
the fire in the embassy, the fire department pumped salt water out of a nearby canal onto the fire.
The salt water apparently did more damage than the fire did.
As Tim and I were conducting a walking tour of the communications facilities on the roof
and discussin  our inability to get a message out of the country, he marveled at my ability to avoid
tripping in high heeled shoes. We laughed a lot when I told him the story of Karen Nold climbing
the scaffolding in spikes when she jauntily did the roof tour of the Tallyrand building in Paris. "Just
part of the job," I told him.
Foreign service officers have no general obligation to invite out of towners, especially non
foreign service people, into their homes. More specifically, Bert Moore and his wife had no
obligation whatever to invite Tim and me to dinner. They did, however, and, with the exception of
the night that we arrived, they invited us for dinner every night that we were in Lagos. Dinners,
by the way were not diplomatic receptions. It was the Moores, Tim and myself. We puttered around
the kitchen cooking and sat in the living room drinking coffee after dinner as we might have had
we been four friends in any town back home. Only I didn’t have any friends back home who a had
python (or was it boa constrictor) skin hanging on the wall.
Tim asked what it was. Mrs. Moore named the specie. She then explained that when she
and Bert had been posted to Kinshasa on an earlier assignment, the snake had, unbeknown to
anyone, been hanging around the garden. Apparently the snake ate the family cat and then got
hung up by the cat in the iron rail fence that surrounded the house. Some of the foreign national
staff from the embassy discovered the snake, did him in, extracted the deceased cat, and converted
the snake into snake steaks. All of this accomplished, the staff knocked on the door of the house,
described their accomplishments, and asked Mrs. Moore if she wanted any of the meat. When she
responded in the negative, they asked her if she wanted the cat back. She declined the cat and
asked for the skin instead. I had read somewhere, probably in National Geographic, that even the
largest of these snakes were not able to swallow an animal much larger than a dog. So, as a side
comment, in what was a very funny conversation, I remarked to that effect. She brought the
conversation around to a more serious note by stating that at the time they had a child, aged two,
who frequently played in the garden.
In one of our early coffee conversations, Bert was describing the difficulties of maintaining
vehicles in Africa. He talked about the weather, the absence of roads and the deplorable driving
conditions. As an example he discussed a drive that a group of people from the embassy had made
across the Sahara to Tunis. Tim was fascinated. He could not understand how you navigated across
the desert without roads or road signs. When he asked, Bert responded, with a perfectly straight
face, in a monotone: "You follow the telephone poles." Tim is from Baltimore and other than a
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college camping trip to France and the orientation trip to Panama, he had never been out of the US.
It took him a while to realize that he was playing straight man to a masterful comedian: there were
no telephone poles.
We had serious conversations too. Bert had been the administrative officer at the embassy
in Teheran and spent twenty-two months as a hostage while Mrs. Moore waited it out in the midwest.
What Tim and I watched fifteen minutes a week on television, they lived through minute by minute.
They had a European post after Iran, but wanted to get back to Africa. Although Nigeria was a
hardship post and they were entitled to reassignment after one tour, they asked for another tour
there. They loved the foreign service. Their hospitality was remarkable. They will probably never
know the extent to which Tim and I appreciated it.
By the end of the week, we had finished our work at the embassy. Although we tried daily
to get messages out, we were not successful. I doubted that we were going to proceed to Bonn, but
we couldn t change our airline reservations out of Nigeria if we wanted to and it seemed unlikely
that the Kinshasa team would be able to change theirs. We had no alternative but to proceed on
our original plan out of Nigeria and on to Frankfurt to link up with the team from Kinshasa. We
were driven to the airport where we were physically searched on our way out of the country.
Both teams were glad to see each other when we met in Frankfurt. Fred and I waited long
enough to overcome the time zone difference between Europe and the US and then contacted our
respective home offices. The State Department had canceled our onward leg to Bonn. Bob Lam was
holding his team in Washington. Fred and I were told to bring the teams home on the next
available flight.
It was late morning. The next flight for Washington was on Trans World Airlines and left
just after o’clock. We gathered up all of our bags and presented ourselves to the ticket a ent at
TWA where we were advised that we had three different groups of non refundable tickets, none of
them issued by TWA. Each group would have to be changed by a different airline, the three
airlines were at opposite ends of the airport, and we probably couldn’t get the tickets changed in
time to make the TWA flight that day. "Would you like to leave tomorrow?", the ticket agent asked.
I had had enough of this trip. I put my beat up green A erican Express card on the counter and
asked the agent if he could start from scratch and get tickets on one o’clock flight. Someone in
Washington was just going to have to sort out the paperwork later. I was the last person on the
plane as the door closed behind us.
A week later, we had barely recovered from jet lag when we had to pack up and leave for
a week in Bonn followed by another in Paris. This would be the first time that the entire team
would be together. I liked Germany. When I was a child, I lived there for almost six years,
including three in Bonn. The near perfect German that I spoke as a child was gone, but I still
spoke the langua e decently. I was always comfortable working in Bonn. It was a good orientation
post. Nothing ever went wrong. We did have a little trouble with one of the government people who
was traveling with us. Although he was always well intended in his actions and remarks, he had
an uncanny propensity for saying and doing exactly the wrong things. It was so bad that Bob Lamb,
who by then had become the Counselor for Administration, called me into his office one day and
asked lightly: "Is he one of yours or one of ours?" I was relieved to be able to say "Sorry Bob, but
he’s one of yours." Bob chuckled. "I was afraid you were going to tell me that," he mused. I knew
that no harm would come of it. The foreign service takes care of its own. My team had to do its
bit thou h. We were invited to a fairly formal reception that night with all the review team
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members and a lot of the foreign service national staff from the embassy. I called the managers
aside and told them that it was our job to keep our blundering buddy out of trouble. Harry, Bob
and I agreed on a schedule  hereby each of us would enga e in an intense one on one conversation
with the blunderer all night. The plan was perfectly executed and we managed to prevent him from
offending anyone because he didn t have time to talk to anyone except for me or one of the
managers.
I didn’t like Paris. I remembered abandoning Mark Jones to the care of the embassy
physician after he got sick the last time I was here. The weather was cold   the hotel was barely
heated. I had to swap rooms with Tiny Tim because he continually banged his forehead on the
eaves in his originally assigned room. I only knew a few words of the language. I was reluctant to
use the subway system because I didn’t understand it   I was afraid of leading my team into the
bowels of the system, getting lost, and being horribly embarrassed.
Harry changed some of that. He had a guidebook for the city and the subway system. He
laughed at my anxieties and dragged me into the underground. He lead and we followed. We got
around a lot faster and a lot cheaper. Harry taught me enough French first to order ice in my coca
cola and later to order more than one ice cube.
The team bonded in Paris. I recognized it on Leslie Alton’s birthday when I was invited to
a suspicious sounding birthday party in one of our rooms. I arrived to find the entire team, all in
the same bed, fully clothed but covered to their chins, with roses in their teeth. The purpose of the
roses was partly to celebrate Leslie’s birthday and partly in anticipation of what they perceived to
be their ultimate demise from hypothermia.
By the time we got back to the US it was the last week in February.  e had gathered a lot
of information and we had our work cut out for us. We had to analyze what we had and pull it
together into an organized, coherent description of system requirements. In mid April we were
scheduled to present the requirements to a review group in Bonn.
The technical activities on the project were not going well. Although the staff worked as a
team, it was inexperienced and having a very difficult time using the methodology that I had
selected to do the analysis. Bob was having a tough time. He couldn’t meet the schedules that he
set and his team was not getting appropriate technical results. I was spending most of my time in
review sessions with the staff trying to help them get it right. I decided that I needed help. Judy
Reach was the only manager I knew who had really used the technical methodology that we were
struggling with, so on one of those fairly regular occasions when we got together for a drink at Mel
Krupin’s, I asked her to take a look at the team’s technical work and give me some advice about
what to do get things on track. She took time out of her very hectic schedule to do a review. Other
than to confirm the fact that what we were doing was not easy, however, she was unable to come up
with any useful recommendations. The teams continued to slug it out and I continued the review
sessions.
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Partner proposal first round: Hold (March 24, 1983)
I returned to my office from a review session on March 24th to find an ur ent telephone
message from Lew. He wanted to meet with me downtown, immediately. This was ominous, Lew
and I had little business in common and I had never known anything to be urgent to Lew. My
stomach flipped regularly in the cab ride from Rosslyn to downtown. The anxiety was not for
naught. When I got to Lew s office he gravely issued me to his small round conference table, closed
the door and sat down beside me. Tom Beyer had called from the Cayman Islands where he was
on vacation. Joe Connor had called him to tell him the status of partnership proposal. I was on
hold. I would not be a partner this year. Although I was in shock, the cab trip from Rosslyn had
prepared me for the worst so I managed not to break down. All Lew knew was that I had apparently
"consistently irritated senior partners of the firm". Lew was only slightly less upset about the
decision than I was.  e tried to figure out who these partners that I had irritated were. We
couldn’t identify any "senior partners" that I ever remembered meeting. Lew told me that Joe
Connor would explain it to me personally. I was supposed to go to New York to discuss the details
with Joe.
No news was good news, the way the partnership process worked. That meant that if you
didn’t hear that you had been held or rejected by the time that the list of new partners was posted
on that fateful Friday in April, then you could expect to see your name on the list. Henry Lum,
Fred Psyck, Steve Higgins and I all knew that we had been proposed. I thought that they might
appreciate knowing that they were still hanging in there so I tried to get in touch with them. I
managed to reach some of them immediately. The others had to wait until the next day.
Tom Beyer returned from vacation the following Monday. All he seemed to know was that
I had "consistently irritated strong partners of the firm". We could identify a few "strong" partners,
but couldn’t figure out how the ones I might have met could have been irritated. We went over all
the same ground that Lew and I had covered the previous week. Nothing had changed. I was held
and I didn’t know why or, more importantly, what I had to do to fix problems we couldn’t put our
fingers on. Joe Connor had asked that I come to New York to discuss my status - he must know
the answers.
I took a depressing shuttle flight to New York and an equally depressing cab ride to the
National Office on the Avenue of the Americas. As the elevator ascended into the heights, I
concentrated on holding my head up and standing straight. I felt like the prince who had been
converted to a frog. I hoped I wouldn’t meet anyone I knew. I was escorted to the office of the
senior partner of one of the most prominent partnerships in the world.
The office was much smaller than I expected. A stand alone, structural pillar cut off access
to the window around one side of his desk. A water stain streaked down the pillar. I wondered why
it hadn’t been repainted. He was pleasant, but there was no warmth about him, as he summed up
the paperwork. I had six votes recorded on long forms: three yes votes, two hold votes, and one
no vote. He neglected to offer who voted how and I didn’t ask. The long form no vote had been
discounted because that vote had been cast by a partner who almost always voted no. By Joe’s
analysis, three yes votes represented strong support, my downfa  had been the result of negative
votes on the 26 short forms where the score was 10 yes, 7 no, 1 hold, and 8 insufficient information.
Without comment or attribution, he began to read the remarks made by partners on the short forms.
The august circumstances and my general state of depression prevented me from reaching into my
March 23, 1992 24
brief case, whipping out a pad and pencil and taking notes. That did not seem politic. I listened
in horror as I heard my social skills, leadership, technical ability, and even my integrity assaulted.
By the time Joe finished my ego resembled that of a noble dog whipped for making a mess after
being locked up all day.
Fortunately, my mind usually sorts through information and organizes it into categories
ranked from most to least important. The integrity question instantly registered as an elephant
among gnats. Unfortunately, Fridley s no vote supported by his comments questioning my integrity
was one of the last few on the list of 26 sets of short form comments. I instantly forgot most of the
comments that preceded it. I saw no point in debating various partners’ views of my personality or
social skills. Integrity questions, however, had to be dealt with. I told Joe that Fridley did not have
the facts straight, that Lew Krulwich, not I, had set the time recording and billing practices on that
ancient Bureau of Indian Affairs engagement. Furthermore, Lew had straightened out whatever
problems he had created and I was certain that he would assume the responsibility for his actions.
Joe said that my integrity was not in question. My impression was that Lew had somehow dealt with
it when Marcellin was in Washington interviewing the partners in the Office of Government Services.
Joe wanted to know what had happened in St. Louis. He seemed genuinely interested when
I summarized the events of July and August in a few sentences. He said nothing. He asked for my
views on how I related to my staff. He again showed interest but made no comment when I
explained that I saw no problems and that bad staff management usually had some adverse effect
on performance which resulted in client dissatisfaction. There were not now, nor had there ever
been any indication of client dissatisfaction.
To preserve my sanity, I needed a plan of action to fix whatever the problems were. I asked
Joe what I had to do to make partner in the next year. The answer I got sounded like keep up the
good work, do another quality control review and don’t get any negatives. The meeting was over.
It lasted less than an hour. Joe had not had any answers or explanations, or if he had, I didn’t hear
them. After the long trip back to  ashington, I reviewed my recollections of the meeting with both
Tom and Lew. Most of the details, however, were lost in my concern with the integrity question.
I told Lew that if the Fridley problem was still a problem, then I would like to know about it and
I wanted to be sure that Lew either had or would fix it. Lew assured me that my integrity, at least,
was not in question.
I realized that I had been walking around like a zombie for a week. It was time to get back
to work. The project team was preparing the user requirements document for presentation to the
State Department review group. We had a week or so to get everything together and get to Bonn
for a week of review sessions. The State Department was bringing foreign service staff in from Africa
and other parts of Europe. They expected to see a substantive, useful, helpful product untarnished
by my personal problems.
Before we made the travel plans for Bonn, I had to deal with some project staffing problems.
Poor Bob Lam was not working out. Harry and his team had to do their own work and then bail
out Bob’s team in spare time or overtime. I could not determine whether the performance problems
of Bob’s staff were due to bad direction from Bob, the difficulty of the technical methodology we
were using, or simple inability to perform. Bob had to go   we could analyze the performance
problems with his team later.
As a manager, Bob had what was known as an employment contract with the firm. In
concept, the only real benefit of the contract was that Bob had to be given two months severance
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pay or two months notice before termination. Employment contracts for managers were renewed on
July 1, the first day of the firm s fiscal year. March was the time when decisions about promotions
and terminations were made. I met with Tom Beyer and told him that based on my historical
experience and my current formal evaluation of Bob’s performance, he had to be taken off my
project and we should probably help him find a new job. Tom called Ben  arder into his office
and told Ben to tell Bob immediately that his contract would not be renewed.
That left a replacement for Bob as an open issue. I needed another mana er   fast. Tom
told me about a woman named Sandy Kinsey. She was not a technical person but she was supposed
to be a first rate organizer and manager and she was reputed to be smart. Tom described her as
an empty beer can (empty of technical substance) that merely needed to be filled. I knew I had
management problems on Bob’s team and technical problems on the project as a whole. I opted to
solve the management problems first   Sandy Kinsey replaced Bob Lam within days. The transition
was not smooth. Bob was gone one day and Sandy was working on the project the following Monday.
e had to get our act together for Bonn. Whatever bothered me was set aside as the whole
team went into product preparation mode. Sandy did not have the foggiest notion of the details of
the material that we were putting together, but she could put together an effective presentation on
anything. I didn’t let her contribute substantively to the efforts in Bonn   I was afraid of a screw
up. But we all used presentation materials that she had either prepared or orchestrated.
Furthermore, she kept bumblers out of the project team’s hair by exercising her considerable
diplomatic skills and diverting them elsewhere whenever they might have gotten in the way. The
bumblers got the tour of the bridge at Remagen or obscure restaurants on the other side of town
while the rest of the team focused on the requirements review.
My husband went with me and we went to London, other stuff happened. Is it relevant?
We returned to Washington. The status of the nagging professional, technical and staffing
problems had not changed. From the information I had, I could not assess my prospects for the
partnership next year, but they did not look good. I met with Don Epelbaum to test the waters. I
told him I could leave the firm and take another position at $90-100 thousand a year. (I was
making $70 thousand.) Any optimism I may have had vanished when he said "If it looks good, take
it." This was not a man who was enthusiastic about my prospects for the partnership in the coming
year.
To address my continuing technical concerns, I decided to escalate the level of technical
review on the project. Because Judy Reach hadn’t been able to help, I decided to try to seek help
from the partner for who she worked, Ben Warder. Ben had injured his leg so Harry and Sandy and
I pulled together all the papers and met with Ben at his house in Virginia.
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<>
<What happened to the partner proposal (second round)? >
<Ho  was REMS declared technically bad : Part 2, 2nd Partner re ie >
<How did  ou  et your attorneys? >
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< When did you get your attorneys?: Dou , August 11, 19833>
The offices of Stein & Huron were located in a lovely, old, three stor  townhouse just off
Scott Circle. Wide, dark, highly polished stairs turned rectangular comers all the way to the top
floor where I was escorted to a high ceilinged conference room that must have been someone s bed
room twenty years ago. I entered a room full of light. Because the room was simply fu  ished with
widely spaced, modem pieces, my attention was immediately drawn to an elegant old fireplace.
It was not long before Douglas B. Huron arrived, shook hands firmly and offered coffee. He
produced cups from a curtained closet that also contained neat piles of office supplies. He filled
the coffee pot with water from a tidy little bathroom that, judging from the style and patte   of the
tile, had not been redecorated since the 1930s. He did not look like Perry Mason. Coal black hair
and mustache told me he was youngish. He seemed very serious, even a little stuffy. He didn t
smile much, spoke with a tone of voice that varied little and within a narrow pitch range on the low
end of the scale, and he never sat down.
I don t remember the details of our conversation, probably because there weren’t any details
available at the time. I told him that I had developed quite a lot of business for my firm, that I had
been a candidate for the partnership, that I was not made a partner the first time around, and that
I wasn’t even going to be proposed for the partnership in the next round. He asked if there had
been any overt sexist comments, verbal or written. There were none that I could recall. He wanted
to know about the statistical composition of the partners. I didn’t know enough to be informative.
When asked to describe the legal process, Doug told me that, as a first step, I would have
to file a complaint with the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission (EEOC) and ask for the
right to sue the firm. The EEOC might investigate, in which case my costs would probably be less
than the costs of a litigation. If, however, the EEOC did nothing else, I could expect it to grant the
right to sue in six months.
I was not enthusiastic about remaining with Price Waterhouse as a senior manager with no
prospects for the partnership while the EEOC administered an investigative process. I asked Doug
if I had to stay with the firm. He explained that there were legal reasons why I should remain and
advised that, at least for the time being, I remain with the firm. I expressed my distaste at the
prospect, told him I would take his advice, and asked him to tell me when the time came that I
could resign.
We discussed fee arrangements. If I decided that he should represent me, Doug explained,
there were two choices: I could send him a check and retain his firm or we could work out a
contingency fee arrangement whereby his firm would be paid a part of any money awarded. I wrote
a check for $3,000 to retain Stein & Huron. As I walked down the stairs and out the front door of
the office, I felt a sense of relief and anticipation similar to the feelings I get when I sink into the
seat of an airplane en route to some vacation destination after having rushed to finish up at the
office, pack up the children, drop the dog at the vet, and race to the airport.
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No Action at the EEOC; Beginning August 31, 1983
On Au ust 31, 19834 Doug filed, on my behalf, a sex discrimination claim with the
EEOC. I expected something to happen   immediately. I was to learn, over the next several years,
that in the legal matters, nothing ever happens immediately. With regard to the EEOC process,
nothing happened at all. In the office, none of the partners ever acknowledged the existence of the
filing with the EEOC. At the EEOC, initially there seemed to be some bureaucratic paper shuffling
going on. Price Waterhouse s attorneys, however, maintained that the EEOC did not have
jurisdiction. And although the claim was eventually referred to EEOC’s regional headquarters in
Baltimore to decide whether or not EEOC had jurisdiction over the matter, I saw nothing that could
be called progress toward resolution of the claim.
On the technical front, the review process continued, overlaid on top of the real work.
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<How was REMS declared technically bad?: Part 2, 2nd Partner revie , continued>
It was with a great sense of relief that the project team went to Paris i  mid September
for a week lon  design review. The team knew that it was going to be both hard work and a lot of
fun. We had one week to explain, review, and figure out what was wrong with, fifteen volumes of
design documents that the team had put together. The State Department brought people to Paris
from other European posts and from Africa to review the material. This was no time to blow it.
Sandy Kinsey had prepared a spectacular set of multi-colored flip charts. Each member of the
project team knew exactly what to do. Although the hotel that the embassy put us in looked like
it should have started major renovations in 1950, the weather was wonderful, we were prepared for
the work ahead, and we were up.
The work went well but we encountered a series of entertaining social problems, the first of
which happened on day 1. When a group of us, including the Counselor for Administration from
the US embassy in Lagos, met at breakfast on the first morning, most of us had wet hair and looked
peculiar, if not unkempt. No one could get the hair dryers to work. This was quite a source of
frustration to the project team because we all considered ourselves to be competent international
travelers and had come prepared with hair dryers that were either made for European current or
were AC/DC convertible.
That evening when we met for a drink after the day s work, the Counselor from Lagos,
looking quite well groomed, asked with a wry grin "Do you want to know what the hair dryer
problem is?" We laughed heartily when he explained that the hotel in which we were staying used
110 AC current. For that reason all the hair dryers that used conventional European current
wouldn’t work. The convertibles worked fine when set up for the US.
Later in the week, another minor problem developed. One of the members of the French
national staff at the embassy recommended that we go to the display of lights at Les Invalides.
Because the light show at Les Invalides did not start until late at night, the French national
graciously offered to give us a Parisian’s (as opposed to a tourist’s) tour of Paris in the evening.
Sandy and I decided that conventional business attire, including high heeled shoes, was
appropriate for the evening. We met the rest of the project tea  and most of the out of town staff
from the State Department and were escorted, by the French national, to dinner and the light show.
Dinner was lovely, as was the light show, although the trek across a hundred yards of cobblestones
getting into and out of Les Invalides was a strain on my feet. I was hoping that the evening was
over when our French national guide decided to show us a number of cave-like pubs where
musicians sang in a number of languages and played a number of different instruments. Most of
the project team used the late hour as an excuse and took a cab back to the Hotel.
Sandy and I believed that it would have been rude to refuse our French host’s hospitable
offer, so we accompanied what was left of the group. I was pretty tired by the time that we got to
the "caves", as the pubs were called. They were located under the streets and buildings of Paris,
sometimes in areas that had been dungeons or way stations into the sewers hundreds of years ago.
The typical access to a cave was through a stairwell so narrow and with stone steps so uneven that
the Occupational Safety and Health Administration in this country would have ordered that the
facilities be closed.
By the time we left the caves to go back to the hotel, I was exhausted and my feet killing
me. Although Sandy uttered not a word, I suspected that she was no better off than I was. And
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things got worse, not better. The subway was not running and we put our French national escort
into the only cab that we saw as we walked the mile or so back to the hotel. Bright and early that
same morning Sandy and I were back on our feet running the design reviews.
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< he  did you resign? December 24, 1983 >
I submitted the letter of resignation that Doug had drafted. I was relieved to be rid of it.
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<When did you start in the federal courts? Ma  22, 1984>
The Supreme Court ruled for the first time that decisions concernin  advancement to
partnership are  overned by Title VII, 42 U.S.C. & 2000e, and must therefore be made without
regard to race, sex, religion, or national origin.6 Doug seemed pleased. This decision in Hishon
v. King & Spaulding meant that the federal court system had jurisdiction over the case. We could
file suit in the Federal Court for the District of Columbia without worrying about legal squabbles
over whether or not the federal courts had jurisdiction.
In all the newspaper articles that I had read about Hishon v. King & Spaulding, she had
been the "Atlanta lawyer" and King & Spaulding had been the "Atlanta law firm". It didn t take a
rocket scientist to dial information in Atlanta to find her phone number. After a few referrals from
polite people at former phone numbers I found myself listening to an exuberant voice with a
dramatic southern accent. I offered my congratulations, told her that I was next in the legal line
behind her, and thanked her for her efforts on my behalf. We said our good byes. She went on to
negotiations with the Atlanta law firm. Hopkins v. Price Waterhouse was about to be bom in the
federal courts.
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1. REMS/Chronology 1985: Page 13 - 3.
2. REMS/Chronology 1985: Page 13 - 5.
3. Statements 1983: ABH Account, Check 384.
4. REMS/Chronology 1985: Page 17-3.
5. AMEX 1983: Receipt from Hotels Lutetia and Gavami indicates that the trip took place
during September 10 - 19, 1983.
6. August 4, 1987: Court of Appeals Opinion, page 2.
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